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closest bond of a passionate adoration for each other,
and by a common enthusiasm for high and passionate
verse. They have told the world how, ' indifferent to
heaven and hell/ they early dedicated their lives to
poetry and love :

' It was deep April, and the morn
Shakespeare was born;
The world was on us, pressing sore ;
My Love and I took hands and swore,
Against the world, to be
Poets and lovers ever more ';

and the history of that never-violated vow is the history
of their life. Its external circumstances can be briefly
told. From the suburbs of Birmingham they went to
live near Bristol, where they prepared themselves for
their high career by classical and other studies, and where
they wrote their first play, Callirrhoe. This play, on its
publication in 1884, made a considerable stir in literary
circles, and was highly praised by Robert Browning,
Although the cup of success was soon dashed from their
lips, they never forgot that intoxicating flavour; it
proved, as early success so often proves, a poisoned
draught; and the dismal fate of their future publications
was made all the more bitter for them by the memory of
the sweet praise which had once been theirs. To suppose,
however, that they were in the least daunted by lack of
recognition would be to mis-estimate the vast ambition
and intrepid spirit of these ladies.

Steadily, year after year, for almost thirty years, they
went on writing tragedies in verse; they published in
fact, at their own expense, twenty-eight dramas, full of
grandiose passions, dreadful deeds of lust and horror,
incest and assassination, hells of jealousy and great
empires tottering to their fall. These sombre and fiery
volumes, with eight volumes of fiery lyrics, fell all of them,
one after the other, into oblivion; the British public
took no notice of them, the literary journals gave them